230                                ESSAYS

not intreat a moments breath from me: could
the Devil work my belief to imagine I could never
die, I would not outlive that very thought. I
have so abject a conceit of this common way of
existence, this retaining to the Sun and Ele-
ments, I cannot think this is to be a Man, or to
live according to the dignity of humanity. In
expectation of a better, I can with patience em-
brace this life, yet in my best meditations do
often defie death; I honour any man that con-
temns it, nor can I highly love any that is afraid
of it: this makes me naturally love a Soldier, and
honour those tattered and contemptible Regi-
ments that will die at the command of a Sergeant.
For a Pagan there may be some motives to be in
love with life; but for a Christian to be amazed
at death, I see not how he can escape this
Dilemma, that he is too sensible of this life, or
hopeless of the life to come.

Some Divines count Adam thirty years old
at his Creation, because they suppose him created
in the perfect age and stature of man. And surely
we are all out of the computation of our age, and
every man is some months elder than he bethinks
him; for we live, move, have a being, and are
subject to the actions of the elements, and the
malice of diseases, in that other World, the truest
Microcosm, the Womb of our Mother. For be-
sides that general and common existence we are
conceived to hold in our Chaos, and whilst we